THE  DRAGON-FLY

"When I survey a dragon-fly
A pregnant thought is mine:

How there can be a shred of doubt
Exists a Mind divine.

Why search for living miracle
When dragon-flies still fly

Or poise on stalk, ethereal.
Scarce visible to eye,

"With glassy wings which scintillate,

Blue body like a line
And flight as swift as any star's

Across the sky's confine.
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